Émile 

From the spring of 98 
to today 

(history in progress) 





Obviousiy nothing 
happerked. 


Three weeks later, I saw him again 
with a guy. They entered a bar. 

I followéd them. It was a Sunday 
Iremember. 






It was three weeks after the 
burial of my sister. 


He sat on this chair, rm drawing 
only it. I still keep for myself the 
drawing of him on top of it. 



Theytalked fora long time.Time 
to spoil five sketches^ succeed in 
making one. 































































































































































It's here, around about this spot, 
that I assisted in the victory ôf 
the French National Rugby Team 
against the All-Blacks... 


I 


And it's in thinking of the prop 
Christian Califôno that I recall a 
litde the chunky and boyish traits 
of Émile, _ ___— 
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I saw him again very irregularly at the garden^ often 
with the same person - a guy \^o^ as it happens, 
was a very beautifui boy. 
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Then their visits became more spaced out. I found Émile 
again, alone, but only for a short time... 

He would rapidiy sympathize with someone. They would 
then talk for a nu mber of hou rs. 
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__J Every time, he seemed to be having 

a good laugh in seeing the regulars 
go past... which included me, undoubtedly. 
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Often, I even had the tirrre to leave 
with someone, do my "business", 
corne back to the place and see him 
again still talking away with the same 
person! 
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As if this soidier loved good 
conversation. 












On that subject. 
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Idaredtoapproach Émile on the 
4fh ofOctober 1999. 








































I finally made myself décidé to ga talk to him at the 
window of his big car [A Ford^ I beiieve. I dont know 
anything a bout ca rs]. 

And we talked for an hour. 


It's here that I learned that he 
was rkot a soidier, for 
that matter, but a r~" 

salesman in a 
marketing office, ^ 
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Indeed, this soldier loved conversation. 


Nobody is 
perfecl. 


On the other hand^ he really had played in a rugby 
teanr^ when he wasa littleyounger. 


\f^. 


Then we spoke a little of the World Cup that was 
5tartir>g. Of coursOj. he preferred to be on the field 
than in front of the télévision. 




Heck. 




One doesnt only hâve flaws. 






I 

/■'Il 














KAi 






'Vfv 

'J* V 


TO 

h Éiffp'V IJ 


M: 


,1 f' .'S f 












Pow. 


Mi 


i I 


m 


It's here that i asked him if there 
were other things that he preferred 
to do on the fieîd ratherthan 
watching them on tv... 


It was 2 months ago, aimost a year 
after his arrivai there. I should hâve 
suspected it. if he had wanted^ 
that could hâve happened a long 
time aga 
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Here, he gently laughed. 


I saw Ëmile again. And i saw him 
yetagain. - 

































I had even^curiously, ÿhisthing 
h 50 rare] managed to tame him 
on another field^ unexpectedly. 
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Du ring one of the coldest nights at 
the start of November, Ëmile and 
me, we disojssed things again. 


And our discussion prolonged itself 
late into the night, where we 
confided in eadi other up to the 
point ofsha ring ourfamily historiés. 
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He spoke to me of an aunt that 
hadn't seen anybody for some 
yearSj who came just for the 
funerais of family menrtbers, 
and who now 











Regretted it. 
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Émiie sent her packing in assuring her 
that she wouid nt reconnect a nythi ng, 
but wouid surely await a new death 
to regret. _ 
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She wanted to reconnect the links, 
hnding it a shame that they had 
broken apart so fast. 






I shared with him the regrets my sister 
had expressed to me by téléphoné^ at 
which point she had encouraged me 
for the hrst time to do what I did. 
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She had been pained in reading my 
hrst book, but she understood. 
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My boss, adorable man^ had dénianded 
ofme that I make upthe day taken 
for her funeral. 
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I round him a little hard with this 
aunt who had, aPter allj, made a 
gesture. 
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He conceded, a little embarrassed. 
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He found it a little dishonest that 
I put more emphasis on the day 
to make up than the sorrow of my 
bereavement. 
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I couidn't prove him wrong. 
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He was^ nevertheless, satisfied to 
find in me an interlocker who knew 
how to -1 dte - "argue his opinions". 
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Weleft each otheraround three 
in the nrK}rning, after three hours 
of discussion... 






Largely due to a city empioyee 
{himself a player of these hours) 
no doubt jealous that we had 
talked for so long while he swept. 
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Am I never going to do ■■ — 

better than confess myself to the 
most unsettiing ofmy noctumal 
eagles? 






It's in returning to my place that I 
remembered Fabien (that beautiful 
athlete in sports studies) with whom, 
last summeTj. I made a confession of 
myself at least as long. 


Sole resuit obtained from my 
assiduities... t — - ■■ ■ — 
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But aiso the day after, and so on for 
fourdaysin 


a row. 


It's at this point that I nourished 
the vision I had of starting this 
history. 
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Just in case. 

























Idrew Émiïe... 




In any case, the execution of each trait of his pitiless face made me bve him 


A little more 


Last November on the third^ the 
night of our long conversation^ 
in my little black notebook, 






























It had been S years since I had ^elt 
that My heart had remained 
barricaded off and dry like a stonen 
by guilt fôllowing from my last 
history, soiled, dirty. 


How many days am I going to keep 
myself under his gaze witl^ut tel ling 
him? A hurvdred? Twenty? Ten? 

Then I must keep it for eternity. 


I dont hâve the right to love like 
before ... especially if hedoesnt 
respond to me. 





Back with renewed 
-=j vigor today. 


Espedally, sparing him from my 
desire. Do not speak to him. Do 
not téléphoné him. Never write 
tohim. I--- 


e-mail 


Et mille flime-t’il 


and a thousand 


does he love 




I said to 
you I was a 
salesman 

































































































































































































































































































4th December 1 999 ,1 saw Brjno 
Du mond 's “Humanity * 

- 1 - 


























































It had been a long time sinct I 
bad been th&re du ring the day. 












The start af DÊcember, the same ocoLirren» takeî place 
every year ; the tree^ having nô longer a îlr^gle leaf, start a 
nudity of four montbs. 














Behind my eyelids, in front 
of my eyes, danœ indistinct 
colouri 




Mathing more seems to exist. 

I know what it is before my eyes 
and which I do not see. 
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I use this warmth and this danœ 
as a guide in what I know and do 
not see. _ 
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Ail IS in our head^ tne world 
and its order. 





Ifeel infinitely good. / ^ . V / 
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Then I briskly ma ke a 180 tum on the spot and reopen 
myeyes. --- 
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The countryside has •— 
transfbrmed itself.The 
shadows and the sky are 
tainted a métal lie blue 
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and then slowly retake their initial colour. 
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This beauty, accessible to 
ali, is the sole peace to 
which I can hope to aspire 
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Monday 1 îth December 1999 : 
Get-together with Stéphanie and 
Jean-Pierre.I hadn'tseen the latter sinee 
the events described in my third opus, 
which ought to arrive the day after 
tomorrow. It seemed that Jean-Pierre had 
retumed to a better disposition with 
respect to me. If that could be true ! 

I regret so much what has passed 
between us. 



Wednesday 15th December. My 
monster has corne out. 3cm thick, 
morethan a kg. The beautyofthe 
object tempers my distaste for the 
content 



I would hâve preferred never to 
hâve made that book. 


Thursday 16th: I listen to Davitt 
Morone/s The Art offhe Fugue* 
on harpsicord. 




Moroney has put forward a convin- 
cing execution ofthe 14th Fugue 
followingthetheory ofTovey^ who 
demonstrated that it still lacked a 
prindpal theme. 


What a totally abstracted joy in 
hearirkg the embodiment of the 
four therrtes finally reunited! 



December 23rd. I found Frank 
again. The infinité comfort of his 
big arms is such a rare thing that 
l'm driven to the edge of tears. 


December 2Sth at the family home 
I hnally received Renard Camus' 
Journal of &&, "Augets" : literary 
joy in siqht 


27th December: First and only ski 
trip with Del phi ne^ Corinne arîd 
David. Nig ht atthe 
chalet. IT' 


2Sth December : I stop myself 
from buying the blood-red and 
gold shirt of Perpigan's Rugby 
Club in a sports store in 
Bag neres-de-Bigoire 
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29 December : My friends teave 
me at Tarbes from where I am 
going to get backto Bayonne to 
pass the Year. But following 
a violent storm^ ail the raiiways 
Unes are eut 


I make use ofthis day by inspecting 
the surroundings. F rom my hôtel, 

I call my mother who lives on the 
coast b^dly hit bythestorm. 


Then I go to a sporting goods store 
where I let myself be charmed by 
the ofhdal shirt ofthe French 
RugbyTeam. . 


(Size: Small] 


Ujjin. 
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It's in the spirit of a respectfui and emotionally moved 
fetishist that I am going to hesitate For some weeks 
before wearing it. 
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.. .but aiso and espedally for keeping as 
long as possible the odor of new cotton. 
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It's only at the 
oomic festival 
at the town of 
Arrgouleme 
thati will 
final ly décidé 
to wear it 

























Start of January.Thecaptaincy 
of my dear Ibanez is menaced. 
I strongly disagree with this. 


Retu mto home. 
No news of Émile. 



I start my little personal press- 
service. A kilogram biy post it's 
expensive to send... 







I Work on my dedication for the 
primary figure concerr>ed in it. 

1 really do owe him that 


Adding there a quote from "Sailor's 
Cemetery* by Paul Valéry, a poem 
that I firkd strikes one down with its 
beauty. 
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The weekend from the 14th 
to the 16th ofianuary 2000, 

I dedicate to Caen. I see Denis 
and Va la rie again. 



The weekend from the 21st to the 
23rd, I dedicate to Brussels. I hnd 
there my friends Xavier L. and 
Christophe P. I meet there again 
Lau rent De Graeave, we conhde 
in each other our liking for 
Gui Marne Dustan, I talk with a 
certain Marianne, then I am 
deepiy moved by 'The Glider", 
a short film by Yves 
Cantraine. 1 -- 



Before the postbox, I hesitate one last 
time. I really do ktKïw, however, that it 
is aiready too late, but I am no lortger 
as confident in myself. I close my eyes 
at the moment I drop my package. 

A rtoise in my head of it rolling to the 
bottom of the basket follows my 
movement. I feel dizzy. 



























































I am accused of a whole load of wrongs : 
oflacking "generosity'j ''sincerity'';of 
pretending to 'true reportage"; of hiding 
my desire to settle my banks aoiounts 
underthe alibi of a workofart;of being 
irresponsible and espedally of 
outstripping ail bourxJs of nrK>rality, 
not to saythe law. 


They compare me allegorically to 
Céline, Artaud, or Guyotat (that's 
right] but they go as far as citing 
Hitler^ which do« shock myold 
Jewish origins a little. 


Around me, they are only people 
"traumatized", "victims" "targets" 
sexually harassed, dehled innocents.. 
Assuredly, I am hlth rotting with hâte 
and incapable of enjoyment. 



Some call for the court, others prefer to 
give me a slap, especially the so-called 
"concemed" irKfividuals expressing 
thenrkselves through the keyboard for 
thosethat are not there to call for my 
quickhanging. 


Which is interesting since not 
one of fhese "true" "pf otagonists" 
has omitted to congratulate me, 
in front of witnesses, of the 
excellerkce of my incriminating 
Work. 


Without doubt it was the caution 
on their side as much as the 
dangerousness of my mental 
illness that seems to be established 
on this site. ,-——^—— 



































































































In 'Moral Harassment - 
The Perverse Violence of 
Everyday Life" Marie-France 
Hirigoyen describes the 
perverse process of 
harassment in the 
workplace^ in the famiiy, in 
relationships, etc 


She draws up a typical 
portrait of the potentiai 
victim of this type of 
aggressbn. 



She aiso défi nés •-- 

the aggressor as follows : 


" The subject has a grandiose sense 
of h is O wn importa nce 

- is absorbed by fantasies of iimitless 
success and power 

- thinks h imseif to be "specia T a nd 
unique 

- has an excessive need to be admired 

- thinks that everything is owed 
tohim 

- exploits others in interpersonal 
relations 

- lacks empathy 

- often envies others 

- proves oneself to hâve an arrogant 
attitude and bearing. 


The other exists not as an 
individual but as a reflection. 

t...] 




..) ail starts and expiai ns itself 
by empty rtardssism, constructed 
in reflection (...) like vampires,the 
empty narcissist needs to nourish 
himself on the substarvie of the 
other (...) 


(...) for reasons which belong to 
the hrst stages of the history of 
their life, [the empty narcissists) 
hâve not been able to realize (they) 
feel a very intense envy towards 
those who seem to take pleasure 
in life[...) 



(...) or possesthingsthatthey do 
not hâve (...) 


(hence their bve and their hâte) 
fora maternai personaiity,the 
most spécifie figure of 
their internai iife. 



The narcissist needs (...) the substarKe 
of the other for hiling himself. But he is 
inca pable of nou rshi ng himself from 
this substance (...) because hedoesn't 
even position h imseif for the early 
stages of the substarKe that could 
permit him to be welconrted (...) the 
substance of the other." 
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(.. 0 this attitude of a victim seduces 
a partner who wants to console thenrij, 
to mend them, before putting them 
in a position ofculpabilit/. Atthe 
moment of their séparation^ the per- 
verted pose thenrkselves as abandoned 
victims, which gives them 
the easy job r^=-'—■. ■ 


[...) what the perverted envies, before 
anything eise, it's the life of the other. 
They envy the success of others, 
which puts them face to face with 
their own feeling of failure. (...) 
Mothing is ever okay, everything is 
complicated, everything is an ordeal. 


"Prisorters of the rigidity of their 
defenses, they try to destroy 
freedom. Incapable of taking full 
enjoyment oftheirbody, they try 
to hinderthe enjoyment of the 
bodiesofothers {...} being 
incapable of love, they try to destroy 
by cynidsm the simplidty of a 
natural relation. (...) 


They impose on others their 
péjorative image of the world and 
their chronic dissatisfaction 
a>nceming life. 








{...] The pEverted absorb the positive 
energy of those around them, 
nourishing themselves and 
regenerating therreelves, then they 
discard on these people ail 
their négative energy. 


Ard the nrtother [or really whatever 
they Project the image of their mother 
on to) is aiways held responsible. The 
perverted attack the other in an effort 
to get out of the status of a victim that 
they eïiperienced in their chiidhood. 
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The victim gives enormous support, 
but it is never enough. Never being 
happy, (they, the narcissists) areafways 
in the position of victims. 
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Ard pemtits them 
to seduce another 
partner, sympathizer." 


Is this what awaits 
Émile? 


The motor of the perverse core, 
it's envy ; the end, it's appropriation 
(...) 










Whyhideit? 


l'm like that from the start 


As for the required support 
I am lacking, 1 can nriake 
the critidsm that I haven't 
been sufhdently helpful. 







That's what has happenecl 
aiways. 







Wîth Xavier, with Richard, and 
espedally with Loic 


But equally with DeniSj. 

50 rich however in human 
resources faced to the 
"badly bumf'oflife. 


l've had a 
self-realization. 
























Is it becâus&of 
that thâtone has 
5D much trouble 
to love me? 


Arkd after ail, that's five years that I hadn^t fallen in 
love. But if it's possible, what action should be done 

to win him over, even if it's only for a sirkgle 

__ 
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Caicerniiig Émile, I can say that for four months^ we've 
kept going a privileged reiationship. Vet not an address, 
not a tele^one number, rK> means of takirvg him to a 
bar, or a restaurant anywhere eise than 
under these branches. - 



If each of my actions is the action of a vampire? 

If each of my actions is exactiy that which I shouidn't 
be doing? 




And I, from now on knowing myself 
to be so dangerous, how can I love 
him in these cofxJitions? 














I want happiness for Éirtile. 
I don"t want him any pain. 


I only want my happiness and 
maybe TH hurt him if he doesn't 
want mine^ who knows... 


The 2^rd February^ in leaving me, 
Émile had assured nr >0 of being there 
the rwxt day. Ifs the 24th. 
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But what do I know of it at 
the very bottom of it ail î 
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I am in a bar with Loic. We've just been talking. It's aiready 
late. One by one, chance leads our friends ta ourtable, ail 
the Bmnos, the JearvChristopheSj, the Nathalies, the 
ThierrySj, the Zabes. I feel extremely bad. I cry. 


Undoubtedlytheythinkifs ail the illthat bas been spoken 
of me which effects me still this night. 
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I am goir^g to go to the public garden, to meet up with 
Émile. In my bag, a copy of my Journal volume ^ dedicated 
for him with a little caricaturethat is meantto be kind. 
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l'm conhding in 
him the account 
of the hardest 
period of 
my life. 


















I know that ifs a mistake. 


I know that with this gift, 
Émile enfers straight inte 
a process that is going to 
overiake us. 


The 2Sth Febmaix at 
midnight Igive my 
book 


... to my little sergeant Émile. 
Arkd IthinkoF my 
dedication. ■ — ^ —- 


His beauty sieiiib ^ ^ 

the rarity and of course from the ^treine pim^ of 
figure - which in its tum stems from his^treme 

youth, of cour^, but also, and 

austerity without ornamentation not hesitati 

skeletal structure. It’s an elemental beauty, that o 

certain drawings of Ingres or Matisse,of an n^e 

Matisse that would hâve likedboys. The mostbravura 
passage of his being - but the expression is absurd, 
so much of what is there being of a refmed and piti - 
less asceticism - is the arch of his eyebrows : two 
fines without remorse, of a lowered arch, which do 
not realize that they devastat e you. _ _ 




The hair is very short but has a dense 
spread, and their ends only conhrm 
to me, thereforej, the general bias for 
abstraction. 




Attached to this littie caricature of Émile, on 
the last page^ a quotation of a passage of 
Renaud Camus in his book "Incomparable" 
published by POLin collaboration with 
FaridTau. 









On this page, it was foreseen that I would show the drawing made for Émile, of which I kept a copy in my 
notebook, it was aiso foreseen, a iitde further on, to show a big picture overtwo pages that I had wished to 
consecrate to the victory of France over the AJI Blacks iast October. A beautifui portrait of Ibanez, capta in of 
the époque, ought to hâve paid homage to him along with the drawing of this postcard - the photograph 
side - that he sent me on the 16th December to thank me for my support. 
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Ym not going to make it. 
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I probably am rtever going to make it. 


The guiit and morai upheavai provoked in me by the 
accusations brought upon the publication of my Iast work 
hâve got the better of my love of drawings of adored 
visages. 


Icapitulate. 
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The reader is therefore going to hâve to imagir>e Émiie's face. Maybe the suggestion of it is here, and for once gives 
it a success in dramatic teims? But the loss in ter ms of intimate satisfaction is incalcuiabie. No fortune in the world 
could compensate for the conséquences of the sacriüce that i hâve been obliged to make. The abserkce of Émiie 
in my iife, iike everyorte eise, was unbearabie; the absence of his face in these pages makes me crazy with grief. 





























































To attract, to not attract. Such is the alpha, such isthe oméga which présidés over our 
encounters. Émile wasn't attracted to me. And even if the encounter had ta ken place today, 

I wouidn't be ableto attract him. But the worst, it"s that we can"t even be friends. If he 
organizes a get-together in another town, everyone could join him there, except me. 

If he goestoa nightclub, ail could accompany him, except me. Ifthey goto a bar, ail could 
follow him there, except me. If an amusing show screened on tv, they could laugh at it, 
without me. 

I hâve neither car nor télévision.That seems as if it's nothing and yet... 

AN these banalities which exist in common, and which matter so much for nourishing 
the start of friendships, create links between those who will not become attached to me. 
Before I can even acf, a hundred thousand connivances will hâve aiready attached him to 
others than me. Without a car I hâve freed myself from a joy easy to consume and freed 
myself from projecting myself to other possible places of experiencing joy, having aiso 
du g a trench that isolâtes me from my contemporaries. No email, no computer screen, 
no vehicle and I eut myself off in isolation from the rest of the world. Without a place to 
go comment on the shows that we will hâve seen, making a song and dance about them, 
we will hâve nothing to share. For satisfying Émile, I only hâve my vague presence and 
my chattering teeth on the battlements of a public garden. Such is the price to pay for 
this artihcial freedom; a freedom from the pleasures of a society that i hâve, through an 
absenceof means, been excluded from for such a long time. 

It's too expensive. 

I don't consent to this tax. 

I would be game for anything to keep Émile: to follow him to his nightclubs, his bars,to 
watch the shows that he watches, to comment on them with him. I would do everything to 
keep him. i would even stop drawing. 

Yes, even that. If that could make him happy. But, outside of a few hours that he grants 
me when chance or pique leads him to this place, we never encounter each other, he and I. 
Because before even attracting him to me, it would be necessary that ail theflowers and 
the leaves of its trees that I offer to him would be able to keep him. We are not the same 
under the trendy lights of a nightclub that make us "move with the times" as we are in the 
cold of this park. Even after not being able to attract him, the lone treasure of my conversation 
wasn't capable of being enough to hook him so that he"d raise me in his regard. 



th&y lose the world ojp 


Ibanez is no longer the 
captain of the French team. 


AfKJ the picture is no 
longer possible. 


We are extremely alone. Nothing leaves any traces anymore.* Whatsoever be the length 
or the quality that my words leave in his memory,the/ll still fade away: everything's become 
réversible. Everything will stay like this. The scandais, the tensions, which formerly would 
hâve made this garden a crossroads of possible encounters, hâve ceased to produce enough 
anecdotes to stinnulatethe attention of another. We live under the insane victory of the 
domestic idéal. Each fantasizes his life according to the model of the simplihed nuclear family: 
meetings in places of pre-planned leisure activities, and consumption within an individual 
niche that is optimized by our ability to acquiesce to a reflection that is sent from ourselves, 
to ourselves, through the media. 

With my archaic public garden, and the absence of the bare minimum of social attributes, 
I live in an enclave where the encounter is never going to take place. 

Everything conspires to abolish the freedom of places and of hours where another could 
still surprise us. These pages aretrying, with the littlest of senseand meaning,to produce an 
account ofwhat one must give up in life to be taken as being important. But that which my 
books put forth from now on falls under the stable eut of a castrating superego; this gaze 
being charged with criticisms for the faces that were drawn in the past. 

The impossible encounter, I forced it here. 


The 31 St October 1 999 


France wins against the All-bladts. 


* Bruce Benderson ^ Sex and Isolation ^ 




Encounterii>g nobody, 


But finding only moments 


Who knows? 


Maybe etemity is that? 








hhankyou forait ifourencourageTnenlr 
ewn éurfng îha difUcult rïini?^ 
amkabty, 

Raphagftbanez 



